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THE dying Year a gray-beard old and broken 
The Almanacs and Calendars portray. 
The blithe New Year, his meflage all unfpoken, 
Comes tripping lighdy on a flower-ilrewn way. 

Can any care his fmooth young forehead wrinkle ? 

Or cruel blow his dimpled fingers deal ? 
Shall forrow dull his clear eyes' merry twinkle ? 

Do the fweet flowers a dread abyfs conceal ? 

A band of Penitents, the Years have hidden 
Their fad old faces in the Century's tomb ; 

Yet, each when but a merry boy, was bidden 
To rid the world of evil and of gloom. 

Each promifed fair. And was its promife broken ? 

Though no year banifhed care, or fin, or ftrife, 
Yet each behind it left fome precious token. 

To make the richer our old planet's life. 



This gave aiaa eliier ; this, the locomotive ; 

This power to whifper over leagues of fpace ; 
Each io the Tem^e hung an offering votive,. 

Each gave fbme treafure to the human race. 

Richer each year die fortune we inherit, 
Keener the iniight of the feer and fage, 

Deeper does fcience in God's marvels ferret. 
Yet, comes it not, — the longed-for Golden Age. 



The pot of gold lies where the rainbow arches 
Its filmy prifin o'er the diftant plain, 

But after toilfome climbs and weary marches. 
We find the crock has fled and fled again. 



But the birds fing of it, and children prattle 
Of wondrous fairylands of gleaming gold. 

We catch it glimpiing through life's weary battle, 
Nor ceafe to hope for it when worn and old. 



Yet doth the queft for our great pains repay us, 
It fires the fpirit, lifts the heart of youth, 

And may we find, though falfe hopes may betray us, 
In fome leal hearts pure gold in very truth. 

To friendfhip then, our fathers reared an altar. 
Whereon our crock of golden pudding cheers. 

Let none of us as loyal comrades falter, — 

Here's to our Club, ripe with its hundred years. 

The Centur)' grows old, and now we fee 

Projected on the fky the Century to be ; 

A lively image do the ftars reveal : 

The *' Coming Woman " ftrides the rapid wheel. 

Soon moving onward like unfwerving fate. 

She'll grafp the tiller of our fhip of ftate. 

A ftern code drawn by women's pen. 

Shall mend the wicked ways of men. 
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Ah, ye, who love the midnight chime, 

Let us enjoy this happy time, 

Which comes before thofe awful years, 

When Atropos with cruel (hears, 

Shall crop away our plealant vices, — 

An age of tea and water-ices ; 

When kind tobacco's foothing balm 

No more the tingling nerves fhall calm ; 

Nor fhall mortals on this planet know 

The cocktail's heart-infpiring glow. 

Ah ! let us not that opaque curtain raife, 

Which hides the future from our gaze. 

The pad's fecure ; the prefent, — we are in it, — 

How it fkips on, this bright, departing minute ! 

A hundred years thefe evanefcent fprites 

Have chafed each dther through the days and nights. 

Since firft our gay forefathers gather^ round 

A modeft board the Pudding Club to found. 



Then our young Eaglet fcarce had picked his way 
Through its tough (hell to outer light of day. 
We owned a narrow fringe, Atlantic bounded, 
When firft the Pudding Club was founded. 

They met in the room of one Nymphas Hatch, — 

The name of our founder is hard to match, — 

In came the Pudding fmoking hot, 

They dipped their fpoons in the ** old black pot." 

As patriots did thefe youngfters meet 

George Wafhington's name and fame to greet, 

His birthday was marked by a festal rite 

When the College yard was all a-light, 

And the Hasty Pudding men marched out 

To hear their Poet and Orator spout. 

The following tale of a birthday night. 

Did Wafhington Allfton in our record write : 
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Back to the very firft our records run, 

Full of fonorous verfe and ancient fun. 

There, Holmes and Lowell wrote their earlieft rhymes, 

And fang full blithely of their Pudding times. 

And later comes the long-tailed Crocodile, 

Who flicks at nothing to provoke a smile. 

O'er the hot fire, his victims flowly grill. 

Squirming at fight of his incifive quill. 

A (fcingerous employment 'tis they say. 

To be the Hafty Pudding's Rabelais, 

And it were better, as fome fage men think. 

That ** Crocks" should ufe a difappearing ink. 

A queer old-fafhioned flavor clings 

To all the Hafly Pudding's things ; 

The huge old fpoon which caufed a hufh 

To many a fong with accolade of mufh. 

The ebon tablet where the ** Spoopfy " faw 

His Dame and epitaph with trembling awe. — 
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But, I forget, our younger brothers here, 

Are not initiates ; and much I fear, 

Never as ** Spoopfies " did they quiver, 

When given choice betwixt the ** Horfe" and ** River." — 

In former days the Pudding ufed to be 

The meafuring flick of popularity ; 

Like bright ftars far above us ufed to ftiine 

The conftellation of the great Firft Nine 

Who numbered us. Faith, everybody knew 

In the lixth nine Bill Jones was number two. 

In lecret, Jones would say, ** I can but wonder 

Why I am two, and Smith is one. By thunder ! " 

Our club houfe walls are thickly plaftered o'er 

With ancient play-bills, photographs galore 

Of groups of ftars and clean-limbed coryphees, 

Who trod our ftage in the departed days. 

A gorgeous pageant wondrous to behold, 

The painted " Shingles " on our walls unfold ; 
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The playbills, pictured rows on rows, 
Bright aftermaths of Pudding Shows. 
We fee Bob Acres' courage ooze away, 
And Dido die ; Aeneas fay good-day. 
Or Hamlet perched on fea-girt Elfinore, 
Talk ** Pfychical Refearch " forevermore ; 
While Crocodiles in moft admired variety. 
Sport in the Sphynx s dangerous fociety. 

And all thefe memories whimfical and queer. 
Make up for us, what's rare, — an atmofphere 
Of art and wit and blithe fong rightly blended, 
Through which the fun of youth fhines fplendid. 

Simple our fare but flavored well with wit ; 

Beft, Attic fait our Pudding doth befit. 

Who with Lucullus would a rich feaft cram, 

When he could fup with Coleridge, Moore and Lamb ? 
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Like ** Blackwood's writers " we high-thinkers choofe 

On mufh and milk to cultivate the mufe ; 

We've hitched our wagon to a ftar ; 

(Thus Emerfon foretold the trolley car) 

From the dim paft, the endlefs wire extends, 

The Founders' motor ftill the power fends, 

Their great good-fellowfhip and cheer 

Will laft out many a hundred year. 

He moft from college takes away, 
Who mingles with his work fome play ; 
The treafures of a rounded mind 
The fcholar gains, but not the '* grind." 

The ftroke, who with his lufty oar, 
Helps fhove the Crimson to the fore ; 
The centre-rufh, who never ** quits " 
Till " Eli's " dafli him into bits ; 
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Thefe fellows we fhall all agree, 
Have earned a pretty good degree ; 
To them all loyal youngfters turn 
For aid and comfort and from them learn 
The brave wifdom which the fable taught, 
United wins, — divided comes to naught. 
Oh, dove of fortune, to our familhed ark. 
Bring fome green laurels from the mifty dark. 

Who calls to mind this college dear of ours, 
Dreams of no (lately halls, no foaring towers, 
An old brick building on a quiet green 
By all of us in memory is feen. 

Over its fteps with hurrying tread 
Fair Harvard's fons for years have fped. 
Our fathers' footfalls and our own 
Have worn a fmooth path in the (lone. 
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What forms we fummon from their reft, 
Whofe light young feet this path have preffed ; 
A chain of ardent youths aflame 
With love for Truth and Harvard's name. 

A ftiarp magnetic current ftioots 
And thrills our heartftrings to their roots, 
The living force which braved the Crown, 
And pulled King George's enfign down. 

The vital fpark, with marvels rife, 
The breath of our great Nation's life ; 
This rent the fetters from the flave. 
And thruft Difunion to its grave. 

Ah ! brave young dead, our country's flower, 
Whofe names are fhrined beneath our tower ; 
Ah ! brave old dead, who fought the fight 
A long work-day from dawn to night. 
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Your deeds (hall ever be as flames, 
Bright taKfmans (hall be your names, 
Bidding each trained array of youth 
Go ! battle ftoutly for the truth. 

John T. Wheelwright. 

NOTEMBBK 33, 1 895. 
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